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The face at the first glance expressed energy and
determination, but you would hardly have looked at
it again but for the forehead and the eyes. The
eyes were a calm, deep blue, and literally lit up the
whole countenance. The forehead was broad rather
than high, and was surmounted by a semi-Indian
sari, fastened to the abundant brown hair. In ani-
mation the face and its expression were transfigured,
in sympathy with the rich, musical voice.

I was surprised at her appearance, and analysing
the reasons for this afterwards discovered that I had
expected her to be dark. Enthusiasts are often dark.

We met at a friendly tea table, and as I was the
only other guest Sister Nivedita addressed herself
directly to me. Our hosts knew what was coming,
and chuckled quietly in their sleeves. I did not, and
proceeded to indulge unsuspectingly in the amiable
banalities which do duty for conversation at nine
hundred and ninety-nine tea tables out of a
thousand. The host and hostess, I am sorry to say,
maliciously led me on.

The tranquil enjoyment of the situation ended
with startling abruptness. Sister Nivedita suddenly^
whipped out a metaphorical rapier, and was under
my guard before I could utter a gasp. I* felt it
to be a cowardly .attack, and looked appealingly
at mine host for protection. But his unfeeling*
grin conveyed the coldly comforting assurance that;